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Summary: 


The kitchen looked like a war zone. Flour covered almost every inch 
of the floor. Billy had voiced his complaints in the grocery store when 
Steve had grabbed the stupidly large bag of flour, knowing that Steve 
would make a mess with it. The various baking ingredients were 
scattered haphazardly on the counter near the sink. The sink itself 
was filled with just about every measuring device in the house. There 
was a whole bowl of prepared chocolate chip cookie dough just 
sitting on the counter. And Steve looked like a disaster. 


Or 


Where Steve is a mess, makes a mess and stress bakes 


The Messes We Make 


Author's Note: 


This started as me wanting to write something based 
off a prompt which was: “Dude--we talked about 
this!” “Yeah, and about a hundred other things--?!” 
because it spoke to me and then became this 
monster. I really thought I could write something 
and finish it in 1k but here we are at 6k. 


It's my first Harringrove fic ever and I want to thank 
my absolutely amazing betas: H2 and peterqpan for 
helping me through this and dedicating so much time 
and effort, I appreciate yall so much! 

Also shoutout to H2 for the title, I love it and it's so 
much better than anything I could have ever come 
up with. 


I hope you enjoy this silly little fic 


Sunlight was trickling in Steve’s bedroom window through his 
permanently closed curtains, just starting to warm a patch on Billy’s 
face, when a loud clang echoed through the entire house and Billy 
shot up from the bed. He glanced to see that there was no Steve 
curled up next to him. Billy took a deep breath and ran his fingers 
through his curls, fingers snagging on a few of the tangles there 
before he pulled his hand away, it was too early to deal with that 
mess. There was a smaller clatter and Billy tensed, fingers curling 
around the sheets where Steve normally lay. It had been months 
since anything strange had happened in Hawkins, but Billy still didn’t 
trust the silence. There was another clang, this one with more of a 
metallic ring, leaving a soft hum for Billy to follow. 


His ears were tuned in to the fading hum as he snuck out of the 
room, hands loose but itching for the comfort of a weapon. As he 
slunk down the hall Billy cocked his head to try and pick up any 
more sounds, and soon heard familiar shuffling and muffled words. 
Billy scoffed out an unamused laugh at himself for reverting back to 
old habits. Those belonged to an old Billy. This Billy walked down 


the rest of the hall with the slow confidence of a king and descended 
down the stairs to the kitchen, where he found Steve swearing up a 
storm as he leaned over a bowl that contained what Billy assumed to 
be frosting, judging by the whisk in Steve’s hand. 


He had been up for a while, Billy gathered, since the kitchen looked 
like a war zone. Flour covered almost every inch of the floor. Billy 
had voiced his complaints in the grocery store when Steve had 
grabbed the stupidly large bag of flour, knowing that Steve would 
make a mess with it. The various baking ingredients were scattered 
haphazardly on the counter near the sink. The sink itself was filled 
with just about every measuring device in the house. There was a 
whole bowl of prepared chocolate chip cookie dough just sitting on 
the counter. And Steve looked like a disaster; hair wild and sticking 
up all over, while wearing a tattered shirt that had definitely seen 
better days, and the pajama pants that Billy could have sworn he 
made Steve throw away months ago, due to the fact they somehow 
permanently smelled like a dusty basement and had so many stains 
they made even Billy feel gross. 


Billy understood that other people handled stress in different ways, 
and that Steve liked to bake when stressed, and with that came the 
knowledge that Steve always made a mess. This wasn’t the first time 
an event like this had occurred, but a mess of this scale was 
impressive even for Steve. Billy eyed the numerous bowls and pans in 
use, mentally calculating just how much stress Steve had to be 
harboring to motivate him to take on a baking adventure of this 
caliber. 


“Dude--we talked about this!” He pointedly kicked a small mound of 
flour that lay innocently in front of him. 


“Yeah, and about a hundred other things--?!” Came Steve’s frazzled 
response. He whipped around, nearly knocking over the leaning stack 
of dirty dishes to wave his frosting filled whisk at Billy. With his hair 
everywhere, he looked very much like a mad scientist. 

Billy put his hands on his hips, mimicking the very mom stance he 
always mocked Steve for. 


“There’s literally more flour on the floor than there is in the bowl, 
Steve.” He threw a hand out to gesture to the white powder covering 


almost the entire kitchen floor, waving it to indicate the rest of the 
kitchen disaster, and raised an unimpressed eyebrow. Steve didn’t 
even bother acknowledging the mess as he moved around the kitchen 
and grabbed the bowl of chocolate chip cookie dough, frosting bowl 
and whisk abandoned next to the sink as he traded it in for a large 
wooden spoon that seemingly appeared out of nowhere, and started 
fighting against the large clump of chocolate chip cookie dough. 


“Yeah, yeah I know ok. The bag kind of floofed up when I was trying 
to close it. Then there was a hole I didn’t know about. And the whole 
thing just exploded, okay?” Steve sounded exasperated, like he had to 
explain this to a little kid, but Billy wasn’t paying attention. 


“A hole you didn’t know about, huh?” He smirked before it split off 
into a grin and Steve threw him the most unimpressed look he could 
muster. 


“You're a real piece of work, Hargrove,” He replied, deadpan, before 
turning back to his cookie dough. Billy watched while biting his 
lower lip as Steve deemed the dough up to his standards and he 
covered it in plastic wrap before sticking it in the refrigerator. Steve 
then slid in his sock clad feet to the oven, where an oven mit 
magically appeared on his hand as he pulled a cookie sheet out, and 
transitioned the sheet below it to the now unoccupied space in the 
center. 


The smell of gingersnaps billowed forth had Billy drooling from 
where he was leaning against the doorway to the kitchen, watching 
Steve work. 


“So what has you so stressed out this time? I thought we agreed to 
talk things out before you went into super baker mode.” Billy 
inquired, edging closer to the fresh cookies and now leaning against 
the island in the middle of the kitchen, arms crossed over his chest so 
he could more easily fight the temptation to nick a cookie from the 
still hot pan as Steve fumbled around on the counter, looking for 
another bowl. 


“I dunno, just everything man.” Steve answered vaguely and Billy 
rolled his eyes. 


“Bullshit Steve.” He studied Steve, waiting for the flinch as the word 
bullshit left his mouth, but it didn’t come. Just an impressive sag of 
shoulders and a long sigh that had been kept in for what sounded like 
far too long. 


“Its really nothing, just everything that I wasn’t all that worried 
about decided to roll into a massive ball that now has me freaking 
out.” It wasn’t the best description that Billy had ever heard, but 
when it came to Steve it wasn’t the worst explanation ever either. 


“Tell me about it.” Billy’s tone was soft enough where it wasn’t a 
command, but the hardness in his voice left no room for argument 
and Steve sighed into his now found frosting bowl, not meeting 
Billy’s eyes. 


“It’s really nothing man, just drop it.” Suddenly Steve’s voice made 
him sound like he was 100 years old and at his breaking point, and 
Billy scowled as Steve full body turned away from him, trying to hide 
under the guise of needing to move the cookie sheet to a more 
convenient location for frosting. Billy knew better. He had already 
seen the dark bags etched under Steve’s eyes and the way the cookie 
sheet wobbled under his shaking hands, even with the oven mitt 
taking some of the tremors. He could even map out the different lines 
of tension in Steve’s neck and shoulders. 


“T don’t think so, pretty boy, what’s on your mind?” Billy crowded up 
right up in Steve’s space so he could see the goosebumps on his 
hairline spring up as he felt Billy’s breath on his neck. He knew better 
than to touch Steve right now, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t get 
damn close. 


“I just wanted to bake, okay, it’s nothing, plus everyone loves it when 
I bake.” Steve still wouldn’t meet his gaze as he delicately picked up 
a now cooled gingersnap and began frosting it meticulously. 


“Yeah because then the whole damn neighborhood gets their dose of 
diabetes.” Billy snorted, rolling his eyes even though he knew Steve 
can’t see the motion. Steve huffed out an offended sounding noise 
and pointedly chose to ignore Billy’s commentary as he continued to 
ice the cookies. He also didn’t mention when he noticed Billy swipe 
the one he had just finished, and could hear the soft chewing in his 


ear. 


“If you eat all of them you'll get a cavity.” Steve told him, and Billy 
went still behind him, stopped breathing, and Steve frowned, looking 
back at him in concern. The words ‘are you okay’ were just about to 
leave his mouth when Billy spoke. 


“You’re seriously that worried about that job interview? And the 
kids? And that really good college essay you sent in a week ago?” 
Billy was wide eyed, looking at Steve like he was an alien, and Steve 
felt pretty sure he looked about the same. He turned his body so he 
was facing Billy directly. 


“How the fuck did you get all of that out of me telling you you'll get 
a cavity?” He choked out and Billy tilted his head like he was 
assessing Steve. 


“You always make chocolate chip cookies when you’re worried about 
the kids because you know they are their favorites,” Billy shrugged, 
his voice casual, like he was discussing the weather but his sharp 
blue eyes narrowed slightly and he leaned in closer to Steve so they 
were sharing the same breath. He slowly raised a hand to trace a 
feather light touch over the dark skin under Steve’s eyes, barely even 
touching skin but it was enough for Steve’s eyes to close for a 
moment. 


“It’s only 10 am and there are bags under your eyes, but they’re only 
purple, not black, which means you weren’t able to sleep because you 
were restless not because of nightmares, so I figure you’re restless 
because you’re worried about something you have no control over.” 
Billy continued, while his touch ghosted the crest of Steve’s 
cheekbones. 


“Plus, I’ve noticed you have a tendency to frost things when you need 
something to do with your hands while you wait because that anxiety 
will eat you alive, and that waiting factor probably has something to 
do with that essay you sent in last week.” Billy explained slowly, and 
Steve was thankful because by the time Billy got the first sentence 
out, his head was already spinning. 


When the fuck did Billy Hargrove get to know him that well? Images 


of demodogs and children screaming flashed before his eyes before 
transitioning to Billy fighting off the Mindflayer and turning to look 
at him as he laid on the Starcourt floor, and there was a burst of 
emotion in his chest as everything in Steve screamed that everything 
was wrong. Steve swallowed the lump that had been starting to grow 
in his throat as the memories continued. 


The next memory was weeks later after they had slowly patched up 
Billy’s body, and El had worked long and hard to find the shell of 
Billy tucked away in the darkness and bring him back. Steve had 
welcomed Billy into his own home, not willing to let him out of sight 
for long after that. He remembered images of Billy waking up gasping 
and trembling like his body didn’t remember how to breathe, how to 
be alive, and how Steve would talk him down just like how Billy 
would when Steve woke up thrashing, reaching for a bat they had 
moved further under the bed to avoid any accidents. 


Steve had helped him through the physical therapy, and had gotten 
him actual therapy as well when they both took their monthly “boys 
trip” up to Chicago so they could breathe in air that didn’t seem so 
stained when they talked about their darkness. Maybe it was when 
they were slowly trying to keep each other from falling apart that 
they started to put the pieces of them together. 


The flashbacks disappeared and Steve felt dizzy from being slapped 
back into the present as he blinked owlishly at Billy. 


“Wha?” Was the only thing that came out of Steve’s mouth and he 
snapped it shut, not trusting it to let out any other embarrassing 
noises. Billy raised an eyebrow at him like he shouldn’t be surprised 
at all and Steve blinked at him again, opening his mouth to let out a 
retort that he was scrambling to come up with. 


“So am I right or what pretty boy, ‘cause if you keep opening and 
closing that mouth of yours I might have to shove something in it to 
make you stop.” Billy smirked this time and Steve scowled at him. Of 
course he would snap Steve out of his mildly traumatic memories 
with an innuendo. 


“Gross.” That got a laugh out of Billy and Steve could see the small 
details in the whiteness of Billy’s teeth before internally shaking 


himself out of it. 


“C’mon pretty boy, I’m dyin’ here, am I right?” Billy leaned in close 
again, his blue eyes wild and his tongue swiping over his bottom lip. 
Steve coughed and avoided the burning gaze, instead sliding out of 
Billy’s space to reach the oven before the timer went off and snagging 
the baking sheet out of the oven. 


“Now you have me out of sync with the process!” Steve complained 
as he set the hot pan on a cooling rack and brought the chilled 
chocolate chip cookie dough out of the fridge to a patch of free 
counter space. He hip checked Billy lightly out of his way to the 
other side of the kitchen to scrape the cooled gingersnaps on a plate 
to frost later. Steve reused the same piece of parchment paper by 
flipping it over. Something about not wanting the different flavors to 
meld, Billy recalled idly. From there he started spooning out small 
balls of the chocolate laced dough onto the pan, spacing haphazardly 
before throwing that in the oven and setting a timer. 


Billy watched him with amused fascination. He loved watching Steve 
when he was preoccupied, because then he wouldn’t be called out on 
how his eyes lingered on Steve’s hands and the way his long, nimble 
fingers moved, or how his dark eyes flitted around constantly, 
reminding Billy of a bird. Once Steve settled himself back at his 
frosting station, Billy crowded up to him again. 


“How many of these you planning on making, pretty boy? At this rate 
all of Hawkins will have diabetes for life.” He murmured and could 
almost feel Steve shiver in front of him as he placed his hands on 
each side of the counter just outside Steve’s hips, caging him in. 


“I was thinking of maybe sugar cookies after this?” It sounded like a 
question, and Billy groaned and threw his head back. Steve was 
trying to kill him with his sugary goods. It was a well known fact that 
Steve Harrington was also King of bake sales whenever he brought 
his legendary sugar cookies. Billy had only had them once before, but 
they left him with a craving that had itched in his bones for months 
afterwards. 


It was an interesting turn of events since Steve only made them when 
he was happy, like really happy, and all of his other activities had 


pointed to the exact opposite. Billy didn’t know if Steve was just 
saying that to throw him off his game, or if he really intended on 
making the cookies, but he was ready to raise all hell if he didn’t, 
now that they were mentioned and the ghost of the flavor was 
swirling around in his brain. 


“You’re going to kill us all Harrington.” The groaned words got a 
smirk out of Steve before he smiled softly at Billy, a frosted cookie 
held out as an offering. Billy reflected the soft smile back at him and 
took it right out of Steve’s hands with his teeth, not breaking eye 
contact and loving the way Steve’s Adam's apple bobbed as he 
swallowed hard. He used his tongue to maneuver the cookie more 
fully into his mouth before biting down and chewing, all while 
studying Steve’s face. 


Steve’s eyes were trained very intently on Billy, but up this close Billy 
could see that the bags under his eyes were still dark, there were 
faint lines starting to mark his cheeks from where his skin was dry, 
and even focused on what Billy’s mouth was doing, those dark eyes 
looked tired. Billy maneuvered the rest of the cookie into his mouth 
just for the satisfaction of watching Steve’s eyes track the movement, 
before he dared inch closer so he and Steve were sharing the same 
breath. 


? 


“Nice frosting, almost as good as yours.” He purred, and Steve 
instantly reddened and made a sound like he had just choked on his 
own spit. Billy leaned back, giving Steve a little extra space, and 
laughed. Steve shoved him further away, letting out a cough and 
glaring at him. 


“Anyone ever tell you yov’re disgusting?” He questioned, and Billy’s 
grin just widened into a shit eating one. 


“Fucking filthy, Pve heard a few times.” Billy agreed readily and 
Steve looked like he wanted to add on to the description before 
deciding better of it, turning back around and focusing his attention 
on the cooled gingersnaps. Billy let him transfer the other cookies 
from the cooled tray onto the plate, but moved to intercept him when 
Steve went to grab the frosting bowl that rested between the two of 
them. 


They didn’t say anything, waiting for the other to make the first 
move. Steve narrowed his eyes and Billy quirked up his lips. Steve 
huffed and Billy winked before Steve frowned and tried to move past 
Billy, but Billy moved with him, perfectly coordinated to his 
movements thanks to basketball practice. 


“Get outta the way, c’mon.” Steve tried to move again, and Billy 
clicked his tongue at him. 


“Not till you answer my question.” He responded, and Steve glared at 
him again, this time with a little heat. 


“You never asked me a question, dumb ass.” He shot back, impatient, 
eyes bouncing over to the oven timer that still read 2 minutes and 34 
seconds to go then back to the frosting bowl sitting innocently behind 
Billy. 


“Yes I did, I asked if I was right in all my assumptions.” Billy replied, 
calm and steady, voice not revealing that he was waiting just as 
impatiently for Steve’s answer. To see if his instincts were right. Once 
again Steve refused to meet his gaze. 


“Assumptions and questions are two different things. I thought you 
were supposed to be smart.” It was a weak comeback and they both 
knew it. Billy stepped further into Steve’s space, forcing him to make 
eye contact, and Steve flinched. Billy narrowed his eyes at the 
movement but didn’t budge, while Steve looked like he wanted to 
crawl out of his own skin. “What’s up with you today? You haven’t 
been this,” Steve moved his hands between them as if to indicate 
something. “All up in my space for awhile.” His hands fell to his 
sides, awkward and Billy stared at them for a second. 


“T was pretty all up in your space last night but you didn’t seem too 
bothered.” Billy shot back instinctively flirting to try and ease the 
conversation back to something not as tense. It worked as Steve shot 
him an unamused glance but Billy just smirked at him. Steve rolled 
his eyes again and not for the first time, Billy wondered what it 
would take for them to roll right out of his head. 


“You’re impossible, but fine, yes, you were right ok? I haven’t heard 
anything from the interview and all I can think is all the ways that I 


fucked it up and I’m revisiting the scene over and over in my head 
and then it just makes it worse and then I get to thinking of that 
college essay and I feel like I should’ve planned it out more and 
written a few more things and maybe then it would be better and the 
kids are always up to something but I feel like they’re up to 
something big this time and I can’t help but worry and so maybe this 
is kinda a bribe to, y’know, make them feel obligated to talk to me?” 
Steve huffed out, looking frustrated and smelling like sugar and 
spices as he threw his hands up, forgetting the baking sheet resting 
on the edge of the counter next to him and sending crumbs and 
parchment paper flying. 


Billy stayed glued to his spot, carefully turning over all the words 
Steve had said, gnawing on the inside of his cheek as he thought. 
Steve recovered the parchment paper, deemed it still usable, and put 
it back on the cooking sheet before confronting Billy again. 


“Tm sure if you gave the little shits one of each cookie, they would 
melt to the floor and reveal all their secrets.” Billy offered him a 
shrug and a small half smile and something in Steve loosened. Steve 
shrugged, mirroring Billy but Billy didn’t miss the little smile that 
appeared. He moved out of Steve’s way as Steve moved to the oven, 
this time the sugary smell of warm chocolate and vanilla wafting 
through the room as the first batch of chocolate chip cookies came 
out. 


“T also read your college essay, and it was good, Steve. Nit-picking at 
it wouldn’t have made it any better or any worse. It was strong in 
what you had to say and you said it well. Job interviews suck, but I 
doubt whoever interviewed you noticed anything bad. You’re King 
Steve of Hawkins and they should be begging to hire you. They’re 
probably interviewing other less appealing applicants and that’s 
what’s taking so long.” 


Billy wasn’t great at being encouraging, but he tried, and judging by 
the little smile on Steve’s face, he wasn’t completely fucking it up. 
“Plus, if all else fails you can just open a bakery here and become the 
neighborhood baking boy.” A surprised cough of a laugh came out of 
Steve and Billy swelled with pride a little bit as Steve caught his eye 
and seemed a little lighter than he had when Billy first stumbled 
upon him that morning. Billy grinned at the thought of that and 


suddenly had a very strong urge to buy Steve some aprons. He filed 
that idea away for later and his blood hummed in anticipation. Billy 
grinned at him and winked. 


“You know I am going to make you clean up the literal beach of flour 
on the floor though, right? Because it’s fucking everywhere, Steve.” 
Billy motioned to the floor and Steve glanced at it, unconcerned. 


“Not too worried about it.” He muttered, and Billy frowned because 
he was expecting some form of sassy comeback. He swiped a fresh 
cookie straight off the sheet and ignored Steve’s yelps and swattings 
to get it back as he breathed the hot air out his mouth while inhaling 
the rich, chocolatey goodness. Those kids were spoiled as hell with 
Steve around. Little brats, he thought in amusement, as Steve 
continued to work, some of the earlier tension gone from my 
shoulders. Billy bumped shoulders with him and they exchanged 
small smiles before he set out to work next to Steve, rolling balls of 
dough onto the pan, only to be swatted away again, 


“Wash your hands, asshole, no one wants to know where they’ve 
been.” Making him laugh but also silently blessing Steve because he 
had a very valid point, and the more Billy thought about where his 
hands had been last, yeah no one would want him touching their 
cookies before he washed them. He had washed them earlier but after 
a pointed look from Steve, Billy rolled his eyes and washed them 
again. After drying his hands on the towel, he was accepted back into 
Steve’s workspace and got to rolling out the cookies while Steve 
switched sides and focused more on frosting the cooler cookies, 
humming contentedly while the glaze hardened, color shiny and 
vibrant. 

They continued working for another few hours, made longer by 
Billy’s complaining. 


“You cannot tease me with the idea of making sugar cookies and then 
not follow through, Harrington!” 


“Tve been baking for hours, Billy!” 


“Its a crime against humanity Steve, don’t make me call Hopper! You 
know whose side he will take!” Which resulted in a double batch of 
sugar cookies being whipped up while Steve pretended to pout. He 


also pretended he didn’t absolutely thrive under the love and 
attention his baked goods brought him. 

He was putting the bowl in the fridge to chill when he turned around 
to see Billy looking at him with his palm out flat, a mound of 
something on it, and poof! Billy let out a breath and flour covered 
Steve’s face and hair, and some trickled down his shirt. Billy laughed 
maniacally while Steve blinked slowly, trying not to get flour in his 
eyes. 


“Billy!” He growled out, swiping up a handful of flour from the floor 
and just throwing it at the cackling blond before chasing him around 
the kitchen, making flour dust every surface before they both faced 
off at opposite sides of the island, grinning and covered in white 
powder. The finished cookies had thankfully been stored in 
tupperware and plastic bags, saved from the mayhem as the two boys 
eyed each other from across the counter space. 


“You’re gonna have to help me clean all of this now since half of this 
is your doing Hargrove!” Steve hollered and Billy shook his head, 
flour flying out of his curls. 


“Hell no, pretty boy, if you didn't make such a mess to begin with, I 
wouldn’t have had any ammo.” He shot back, grinning cockily, and 
Steve wanted to throttle him for using logic in a god damn flour 
fight. 


“You’re going to help me or I won’t let you eat any of the sugar 
cookies.” Steve threatened, and Billy’s face set seriously as he 
narrowed his eyes. 


“How you gonna stop me Harrington? With a fucking spatula?” Billy 
taunted. 


“Damn right, Pll send you fucking squealing Hargrove.” Steve 
responded, and his brain stopped only seconds after, noting his 
mistake. A new fire lit up in Billy’s eyes, and he drew his tongue out 
to run it over his bottom lip, making Steve swallow hard. 


“That a promise pretty boy? Didn’t think you had it in you to make 
me squeal.” Billy just had to run his mouth and Steve gritted his 
teeth, cursing his stupid brain for making the conversation come to 


this, where he always lost to Billy and his quick wit and stupid sharp 
teeth and wet tongue. Thankfully the timer saved him, and he all but 
flew to the fridge to rescue his sugar cookie dough from dehydration 
before Billy preyed upon it. He grabbed the stray spatula from the 
counter and wielded it like a weapon as he saw Billy trying to creep 
closer out of the corner of his eye. 


“Don’t even think about it Hargrove.” He threatened, waving the 
plastic utensil around like it was actually a threatening weapon that 
could be used against Billy Hargrove of all people. But Billy just put 
his hands up in mock surrender and slunk to the furthest end of the 
kitchen island. He propped himself up on a stool, threw his elbows on 
the counter, folded his hands and laid his chin on them, like the 
perfect image of a good student. Steve narrowed his eyes and took his 
two fingers to make the Tm watching you’ motion to Billy like a 
nerd. 

But it had Billy bursting out laughing, so it was worth all the teasing 
he knew he was going to get later. He smiled and got to work, feeling 
more peaceful by the second as he settled into a routine again. He 
and Billy made idle chatter, consisting mostly of Billy whining like a 
small child for it to be ‘cookie time already god damn you trying to 
starve me or what Harrington?’ but it was more than Steve could 
have hoped for when he woke up that morning with dread breathing 
down on him. It was an hour and a half later that all of the cookies 
were finally baked, cooled, stored and or consumed, and Steve got to 
actually looking at the disaster the kitchen had become. 


Billy hadn’t been exaggerating when he said that flour was absolutely 
everywhere, and there was a stack of bowls and other dishes that 
combined were as tall as him, not to mention the bags and containers 
of all the ingredients scattered across the counter space. It was an 
absolute disaster, and after over 4 hours of stress baking Steve was 
exhausted. He slouched against the counter with his elbows braced 
behind him, threw his head back and closed his eyes, willing for it all 
to magically vanish. He was disturbed from his peace not even a 
second later when he felt a finger poke at his cheek. 


“Hey, it’s afternoon and I’m still fucking starving from you 
withholding food from me, so how about you clean up your mess and 
rll make a mess making lunch? Sound fair, pretty boy?” Steve didn’t 


need to open his eyes to know Billy was peering at his face, blue eyes 
brighter than the afternoon sky, his breath smelling like a dozen 
sugar cookies. 


“Yeah that sounds great actually.” Steve replied, feeling hunger start 
to boil up inside of him now that Billy had mentioned lunch. It 
motivated him just enough to lean up straight and take a more 
calculated look at the mess he made. First he grabbed a towel and 
lightly dampened it, before brushing the flour off all the ingredients 
he had strewn about before putting them away. Then he moved to 
the hallway closet to exchange the towel for a broom, sliding back 
into the floury kitchen strumming it like an air guitar, startling 
another bout of laughs out of Billy before setting to work with 
disposing of the flour beach. 

By the time he was cleaning off the counters, the smell of toasted 
bread and melting cheese hit his senses and he peered over to see 
Billy over the stove, hair pulled back loosely, and when had he lost 
his shirt? Steve stared for only a second longer before turning his 
attention back to cleaning while listening to Billy move around the 
kitchen, opening and closing the refrigerator door, clanging some 
pots and pans around and humming to himself. 


Steve poured clean water over his rag, wringing it thoroughly and 
setting it on a rack to dry, before wandering over and looking over 
Billy’s shoulder at the sizzling sandwiches and what he could only 
assume to be soup bubbling under the lid. It smelled like fresh herbs 
and cream and his stomach growled as if on cue, and Billy chuckled. 


“Now you know how I felt with you withholding cookies,” he 
rumbled, and Steve came to regret his decision of not just shoveling 
cookies into Billy’s mouth. “Don’t worry, though, it’s almost ready, 5 
minutes max. You should go get all the flour out of your hair before 
you turn into the muffin man.” Billy turned and gave him a devilish 
smile and Steve didn’t have words to respond with so he just gave 
him a heatless glare and made his way upstairs to his bathroom to 
clean up. 


Flour made his usually shiny hair look diseased, and there were 
different colored batter specks all over his face. Steve was honestly 
surprised Billy hadn’t made any attempt to lick them off. He stared at 
himself for a few seconds longer, trying to read his own face, 


wondering how Billy had been able to take one look at him and know 
everything that had been swirling around in his head throughout the 
day. His eyes didn’t seem to be a script with all of Steve’s thoughts 
written down, and while he did have bags under his eyes, those 
weren’t anything new. He looked at himself and just saw someone 
lonely, and somewhat lost with an apparent affinity for baked goods 
reflected in the mirror. 

He shook off that thought, knowing Billy would somehow magically 
know it was floating around in his head and make a whole scene out 
of it. Steve rinsed all of the dough off his face and tried to towel most 
of the flour out of his hair without having to shower. He ran his 
fingers through his hair a few times to inspect his work and deemed 
it satisfactory before heading back downstairs, hoping that he had 
taken enough time for the food to be ready, because he was starving. 


Billy must have heard his descent because as soon as Steve entered 
the kitchen, Billy was dishing up perfectly toasted sandwiches, and 
had bowls set out on the counter next to the stove with a ladle 
hanging out of the soup pot. Steve’s mouth was watering and he 
wasn’t sure if it was just for the food or for Billy, who was still 
shirtless with his hair pulled back, except for a few of the bold 
strands that dared escape to frame his face. He had streaks of flour 
over his cheekbones like warpaint and his fingertips were greasy 
from the melted cheese, but he looked just as delicious as any of the 
food in the room. 


“See something you like, pretty boy?” Billy questioned, a knowing 
glint in his eyes as he caught Steve staring. He did that half smile 
Steve liked so much, where his lips quirked up revealing his canine 
teeth, looking both charming and predatory at the same time while 
Steve was just a fool caught in his trap. 


“Something like that yeah.” Steve managed to get out, not as 
smoothly as he would’ve wished for someone who was once hailed as 
King. Billy snorted and it should have been unattractive but it wasn’t, 
nothing Billy did ever was, and Steve didn’t linger on that thought 
too long as Billy arched an impressive eyebrow at him and then tilted 
his head towards the soup on the stove, motioning for him to get on 
with it. Steve did so without any more encouragement, and then 
seated himself at the end of the counter where a plated sandwich was 


waiting for him. He bit into the sandwich and couldn’t stop the moan 
as the flavors exploded in his mouth, and Billy’s eyes widened 
comically as he sat diagonally from him. 


“You tryin to kill me with diabetes and then sounding like that 
Harrington? Jesus, warn a guy,” he rasped and Steve swallowed 
slowly to buy himself more time because Billy sounded like the 
gravel roads they would drive to go somewhere private and he was 
not prepared for the sandwich and the oncoming thoughts to hit him 
like an oncoming train. 


“I couldn’t help it.” He protested weakly and Billy didn’t look 
convinced as he bit into his own sandwich and hummed in 
contentment. They ate the rest of their lunch in silence except for the 
occasional moan from Steve when he started in on the soup and got a 
very heated warning look from Billy in return. They didn’t speak as 
they cleaned the dishes together, bumping shoulders as they rinsed 
and dried side by side. They shot each other meaningful looks while 
exchanging dishes and it brought a warm, contented smile to Steve’s 
face as he finally settled for the first time today, full and happy. 


“You feeling better pretty boy?” Billy asked as he wiped his hands on 
a clean towel after drying the last of the dishes and he looked so 
domestic standing there, shirtless and all, that it brought a burn to 
Steve’s throat. 


“Yeah a lot better.” He nodded. “Thanks.” He added after a second 
and a shy glance at Billy, who looked at him curiously. 


“I didn’t do anything, pretty boy, you sorted it out yourself with five 
dozen cookies,” Billy blew him off, shrugging casually. 


“Six dozen actually, since you made me make a double batch of the 
sugar cookies.” Steve couldn’t help but correct him, and Billy laughed 
at him again, sounding just as sweet as all the cookies he had eaten 
earlier. Steve just laughed with him, taking note of the way the blue 
in Billy’s eyes seem to sparkle under the kitchen lights and how, even 
smeared with flour and grease, he was still the prettiest boy Steve 
had ever seen. 


“Like what you see pretty boy?” Billy asked again, eyes like orbs of 


flashing fire. 


“Yeah, you gonna do anything about it?” Steve answered and that 
was all it took for Billy to smirk and crowd up in his space again, 
bumping noses with him and biting at his lips. 


“Gonna go get cleaned up but you should definitely join me.” Billy 
growled low and huskily, before whisking away out of the kitchen 
and up the stairs. and Steve was more than eager to follow him up, 
excitement crackling in his veins as he laughed. 


